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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

FRIGHTENED FACE 

Child of the frightened face, 

Trying to understand 
The little bit of love 

Under your hand, 

Holding the little love 

Under fingers that crush 
That which is soft as the 

Throat of a thrush, 

Holding your hand upon 

The wonder of the thing, 
Crushing out the song that 

Wanted to sing: 

Child of the frightened face, 

Why do your fingers try 
To kill the little love? 

Soon it would die. 



DAILY PRAYER 

And at last when I go 
Will it be so? 
Shall I find you behind 
The rude platitude of death? 
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Marion Strobel 



I kneel within the certainty 

That you are near to me: 

Each day I pray 

That I may follow through 

To you. 

Each day I pray. 



L ENVOI 

The moments reach and touch the hours gently. 

Each is kind, 

Each is soothing as the tips 

Of fingers held to lips. 

The moments reach and touch the hours: flowers 
Will bloom again, 

And I shall pick fresh jonquils for the room; 
And I shall pick fresh jonquils in the usual way 
Every day. 

The moments reach and touch the hours: 
Time has no beginning, and no end, 
Dear friend. 

Marion Strobel 
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